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Have I ever told you How mucK I love ScieNce 
fictioN? I’ve always waNied {o write iNcredible 
adveNiures Set In aNother diweNSioN, but I’ve Never 
believed that parallel uNiverses exist... uNtil now! 



That’s because wy good frieNd Professor Paws 
VON Volt, the brilliaNt, Secretive ScieNtist, has 
just wade aN iNcredible discovery. ThaNks to sowe 
Mousetropic calculatioNS, he deterwiNed that there 
are waNy differeNt diweNSioNS iN tiwe aNd Space, 
where aNythiNg could be possible. 



The professor’s work iNSpired we to write this 
ScieNce fictioN adveNture iN which wy family aNd I 
travel through Space 
iN Search of New worlds* 

We’re a fabuwouse crew: 
the spacewice! 


I hope you eNjoy this 
iNtergalactic adveNture! 



Professor 1 
Paws von Volt I 
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and space is o T Soloxa 
exclusively by mice. Inhabbec 

”^-°''dtamltscoptoini 

^"^'nteraoloctic Missions. 

IS Tup 

o^rtsT^ruee 

^PACEHICE! 



Super-mega- 

COSMICALLY LaTE! 


It all started one quiet morning aboard 
the inOU§6St3R 1, the most mouserific 
spaceship in the universe. I was asleep, 
dreaming a wonderful dream: My book, The 
Spacemouse’s Guide to the Galaxy, was 
receiving the prestigious QntergaCactic 
Literature ^Awarcfl 
I stood on the stage as aliens from every 
corner of the solar system clapped and 
SfioaK their antennae in my honor ... 

Galactic Gorgonzola, my whiskers were 
Tjfmmm with happiness! 

The head judge was walking toward me 
with the award. I extended my paw to accept 
it, when — 





I woke to the sound of my blaring alarm 
clock. Unfortunately, it wasn’t the head 
judge standing in front of me. Instead, it 
was Assf sttattirfK, my personal assistant 
robot. 

“Good morning. Captain!” Assistatrix 

e 


SUPER-MEGA-COSMICALLY LaTE! 





exclaimed. It is time to get up! “It is ten 
twenty-seven interg^imictic Ttf^E.” 

“You couldn’t have waited five more 
minutes?” I mumbled irritably. “I was in the 
middle of the dream . . . Plai®-bian 
riio!5!5ai®ella! It’s already ten twenty- 
seven ?!” 

“Well, it is now ten twenty-eight, to be 



SUPER-MEGA-COSMICALLY LaTE! 




exact,” Assistatrix replied. “It’s time to —” 
“<Sref: up!” I squeaked. “I know! But 
you were supposed to wake me at eight! 
What happened?” 

“Hologramix gave me the order to 
your alarm clock,” Assistatrix replied. 

gave you an order?” 
I asked, surprised. “Since when is the ship’s 
computer giving you orders?! The last time 
I checked, I was the captain.” 

Oops, I almost forgot to introduce myself! 
My name is Stiltonix, Geronimo StiltoniX, 
and I am the captain of the MouseStar 1. 
And that morning I was 
€#SmieiL« late! 

“Assistatrix, get my breakfast, please.” 

I von to my closet. I had to get dressed! 


e 



Where’s My 
Uniform? 


My automated STyi^ST greeted me when I 
opened my closet door. 

“Good morning, Trap!” 

Mousey meteorites, had I heard that 
correctly? 

“Um . . . OCCUSEHC,” I said. “What did 
you call me?” 

“Trap Stiltonix!” the stylist replied. 

“But my name isn’t Trap!” I squeaked, 
confused. “Trap is my cousin!” 

“Ha, Ina, Ina!” my stylist chuckled. “You’re 
so funny. You always want to joke around!” 

Joke around? What was my stylist 
SQUE^KiN© about? 

“But I’m the captain of this ship,” I 




Where’s My Uniform? 


protested. “My name is Geron —” 

Before I could finish, the stylist handed 

me a unifomt. 

“Enough c!)(S)C^C!l(^!” my stylist ordered. 
“Here is your uniform. Now get dressed!” 

I was SlJPER-ME«A-€OSMI€ALLY late, SO I 
didn’t have time to argue. Instead, I slipped 
one paw in one leg of the uniform and 



uniform > 






















Where’s My Uniform? 


another in the arm . . . but the uniform was 

exorkoUse! 

koLEy eBATEBS, it wasn’t my uniform. 
It was my eousin Trap’s! 

“This isn’t mine,” I said quiekly. “Where’s 
my captain’s uniform?” 

“You would love to be the captain, 
wouldn’t you?” my stylist replied, sounding 
annoyed. 

“I am the captain!” I squeaked in 

frustration. What in the name of space 
cllfieese was going on? 

“Ha, ha, ha!” the stylist chuckled. “You’re 
such a jokester. Trap. But enough now. It’s 
time to get dressed!” 

At that moment, Assistatrix returned with 
my 

“Here you are. Captain!” 

“Finally, good news!” I cheered. But a 


Where’s My Uniform? 


strange odor. 


second later I snelled a 
“What is this?” I asked as 
I stirred the 
greenish liquid in the 
bowl Assistatrix had 
delivered. 

“It’s your i 

Captain!” the 
robot replied. 

“M-motor oil?!” I 
exclaimed. “What 
are you squeaking 
about? I atuuu^ have a cup of hot cheese 
in the morning!” 

“Not today, Captain!” Assistatrix said. 

“Oh, I get it!” I said with a laugh. “This is 
all a big joke. You’re kidding me, right? 
Is today Furry Fool’s Day?” 

“No, this is not ajofed/’ Assistatrix 





Where’s My Uniform? 


replied. “The menu I reeeived today from 
Hologramix is quite clear: Your breakfast is 

motor oil.” 

dALACTlC 60R<a0NZ0LAi What was 
going on? Since when did Hologramix 
choose my breakfast? 

“Please excuse me, but I really have to ££ 
now,” Assistatrix said. Before I could squeak 
a word, my 

'^OBOT turned around and left. 






What Are You 
Doing Here, 
Captain? 


I decided to head straight to the ' CQstroi 
roop). I had to figure out what was going 
on! I hurried to the IJFTRIX. Then I stepped 
inside and pressed the button for the control 
room. But instead of whisking me UP, a 
powerful jet of air pushed me DOWN! 



From the Encyclopedia Galactica 




The liftrix is the fastest and most 
comfortable way to move around 
inside a spaceship. It’s a glass tube 
that sucks up the passenger in a 
strong blast of air, carrying the 
spacemouse to the requested level 
of the ship. 







where was the liftrix 
taking me? A chill ran 
down my tail. Then, 


suddenly: 

Boom! 


I landed m something 
soft but stinky. It was a 
mountain of Sliffejif 
clothes! I was in the 

la'undry room! 













I tried to get up, but instead felt my fur 
being friht toward a giant galactic 
washing machine. 


SHnoirp o = o IBHnoffp »»» WmmmimB 

The machine was sucking tip all the 
dirty clothes, and I was next! 

squeezed my eyes shut, 
preparing for the worst . . . when someone 
suddenly grabbed me by the and 

dragged me away from the washing machine. 

I opened my eyes to see RobotfX, the 
MouseStar I’s multipurpose robot. 









What Are You Doing Hehe, Captain? 




“Cap-j-ain, what are you doing here?” 
Robotix asked. “Everyone is waiting for you 
in the eontrol room! The ship is experiencing 
some sssBniaiiBeiD problems.” 

“Yes, I noticed!” I replied. “My ALARM 
CLOCK went off late, my stylist handed 
me the wrong uniform, I had MOTOR OIL 
B9 for breakfast, and the liftrix tossed me 
down here instead of taking me to the 
control room!” 

“Don’t worry. Captain Stiltonix,” 








What Are You Doing Here, Captain? 



Robotix replied. “I’ll take care of everything!” 

In a solar minute, he had untangled me 
from the dirty clothes. Together, we headed 
toward the 

But as we walked through a pair of 
automatic doors, they closed suddenly. 
Robotix was trapped between them! 
goLAR-gmokEt) 6ouc>Ai What was going on? 
Robotix managed to yank himself free and 
we continued walking. But the next set of 
autownaiic doors also closed suddenly— 
right on my tail. ( 5 , 

Next we came to, 
sliding door. We 
pressed the red 
button to ©JpdllD 
it, but the door 
only raised a tiNy 
bit. Robotix and I 






had no choice: We 
slithered under it like 
two from 

planet Slothus. 

When we saw the door to the 
control room, we QQQQQQOES ^ 
sigh of relief: We had finally arrived! 



o 




Everything’s 
Gone Haywire! 


Inside the control room, it was complete 
mayhem. The equipment was making 
weird sounds, SC1113KXS were turning 
on and off on their own, and the crew looked 
more stressed than a bunch of elfix on the 

Night of the Dancing Stors"^! 

No one even noticed me — well, except 
for my grandfather, the retired 

CMltecD SQSteDOs. 

“Grandson!” he thundered. “Where have 
you toeeM? This is a disaster. None of the 
ship’s equipment anymore! ” 

“I, er . . .” I squeaked. “Well, the alarm 

’"Read all about the elfix in my book Aivay in a Star Sledl 

0 




Everything's Gone Haywire! 



clock went off late . . . um, my stylist gave 
me the wrong uniform —” 

“ENOIQN wl+ii +il^ Grandfather 

interrupted me. “Get to your station and 
start behaving like a real 
I hurried over to my captain’s chair, 
walking right past my cousin Trap. 

Vxat’s my 


tAy unlfor/ri/ 


O 




Everything’s Gone Haywire! 


“Hi, Cuz!” he shouted. “So that’s where 
my CLOTHES went!” 

I realized then that he was wearing my 
eaptain’s uniform! 

“What’s going on?” I asked him, 
to his elothes. “Trap, why are 
you wearing my clothes?” 

“I don’t have a clue!” he replied. “This 
morning my automatic stylist handed 
me this uniform. He said it was 
Hologramix’s order. I thought it 
was a •lOKE! 

Hologramix, our 
ship’s super-high- 
tech computer, 
was usually very 
serious, and not 
big on IplrWlfLlIkS. 

I looked over at it- 




Everything's Gone Haywire! 


and saw that its image was fuzzy and faded. 

How weird! 

“Do you know what’s happening?” I asked 
my sister, Thea. She has an ©SpOQQQ'O’Ooro 
for just about everything. 

“We’re just not sure,” Thea replied. 
“Hologramix started acting strangely this 
morning, and now nothing on the ship is 
working QQQQQQDQ.” 

At that moment, 

sally de Wpencli, 

our ship’s technical 
genius, entered the 
control room. 

“I know what’s 
wrong,” she said. 





Is It a Virus? 


Shooting stars! This was 

“The possibility that this would happen 
was OHE ?n A TR,fLLfon, but it happened!” 
Sally explained nervously. 

“But how does a computer get sick?!” I 
asked, incredulous. 

“The are all fine, the memory 

is intact, and the processor has no damage,” 
Sally explained. “But something isn’t working 
like before! Hologramix looks too tired to 
perform the thousands of transactions it 
needs to complete each day. It looks like it 
might be some kind of vifu^.” 

“But you can FIX it, right?” I asked. 

Sally shook her head. “Unfortunately I 
don’t know how to IIk it because I don’t 





Is It a Virus? 


really know what’s she said, a 

worried look on her snout. 

Cot|i|je OhdddftPl Without Hologramix, 
the MouseStar 1 was stuek! 

Right then, my nephew Benjamin ran to 
me and gave me a huge hug. 

“Hologramix will get better, right, 
Unele G?” he asked sweetly. 



HOLOGRAMIX 

MouseStar Ts onboard 
computer 

Species: Ultra-advanced 
artificial intelligence 
Specialty: Controls all 
functions on the ship, 
including the autopilot function 
Characteristics: Considers itself to be indispensable 
Defining Features: Appears wherever and whenever 
it’s needed 







Is It a Virus? 


“Of course!” I said confidently, trying 
to reassure him. “Sally, there has to be 
SoM^hiN© we can do.” 

“Fm afraid the only one who can help 
Hologramix is Professor Twisterix,” 
Sally replied. “He was my teacher at the 
University for Lunar (Physics and (gafactic 
(Engineering. He taught me everything I 
know about engineering, and he helped 
me (^©SBgCil Hologramix many galactic 
years ago!” 

“Let’s call him right away!” I squeaked 
excitedly. 

“Fm afraid it’s not that easy,” Sally said, 
SIGHING. “The professor retired to spend time 
on his lMVE(niOM6. I think he might still 
live on planet Factorix near the university. 
But I don’t know his address; he’s 
private!” 





Is It a Virus? 


“Maybe we ean find his/lL©lH;« li.'utnb«T 
in the Intergalactic Phone Directory,” I 
suggested. 

Sally shook her head. “I tried 
looking him up last year,” she 

said. “But his NUMBER isn’t 

listed!” 

“Well, we can’t waste any 
time!” Grandfather William 
thundered. “What are you 
waiting for, Geronimo? If Hologramix shuts 
down completely, we’re in supergalactic 

tv«t(blc!” 


llllM 

illlli 


“Um . . . you’re right. Grandfather,” I 
replied. 

“Of course I’m right!” he squeaked. “Start 
planning an expedition ! ” 

Have I mentioned that it’s a idea 

to contradict Grandfather William? 




Is It a Virus? 



“Yes, Grandfather!” I replied quickly. 

“Hooray!” Benjamin squeaked joyfully. 
“I’ve heard planet FACTOllIX is home to 
the most mouserific inventions in the entire 
galaxy! I can come, too — can’t I, Uncle?” 

My little nephew looked up at me 
Swee-bl^. He looked so excited, I couldn’t 
say no. 

“Of course you can,” I reassured him. 



o 



A Galaxy of 
Trouble 


Planning the expedition was especially 
difficult with out of 

order. 

First of all, where in the name of cheddar 
was planet Factorix? Luckily, MouseStar 1 ’s 
a?B seemed to be 

working. In a few seconds, it displayed our 
route. 

Thea overrode the anittomsattf g ssfliGtt so 
she could fly the ship manually. It wouldn’t 
have been a 600P IPEA to use the autopilot 
when Hologramix wasn’t working properly! 

Thank goodmouse Thea is such a good 
pilot, because we quickly ended up in a 
of trouble. She had to steer the ship 











A Galaxy of Trouble 




through a thick meteor shower, a magnetie 
storm, and a eloud of stardust! Luekily, we 
made it through with M® dlamaag©. 

“Can someone tell me what’s going 
on?!” Thea asked. “Why did the 

send us this way? This route is too 

dangerous!” 

Sally examined the deviee. 

“You’re right, Thea!” she replied. “I 
didn’t realize the GPS navigator wouldn’t 
be working eorrectly, but it makes sense. I 
forgot that Hologramix COntfOlS all the 
eleetronies on the ship!” 

Stinky space cheese, what were we 
going to do now? 

“Spaeemiee, forget about TVMiOLO#?/’ 
Grandfather William said. “Today we’ll 
travel like we did in the olden days! ” 

o 


^^II^Frofii the Encyclopedia Galactica 


•RiiTii^nTiior 


L ■ 



space navigation atlas is an 
ancient navigational system used by 
spaceship captains before the invention 
of the computerized space navigator. The 
atlas has thousands of pages, including maps of the 
entire universe, listed in alphabetical order by galaxy. 
Once he or she locates the map of the star or planet. 



the captain must use his or her skills to navigate there. 


Then he slammed down a cln(§6y book on 


the table. 

“Uh, as much as I U)V^ to read, 


Grandfather, I’m not sure this is the best 


time ...” I began. 

“What are you talking about, Grandson?” 
he replied, a stern look on his snout. “This is 


a Space NavigaiioN atlas! You’ll need to use it 


to find Factorix.” 

Then he opened the book and began 


o 



A Galaxy of Trouble 




looking for the map of the planet we were 
heading for. 

“You know, when I was growing up, we 
didn’t have Instead, 

I had to learn to read SPACE NAPS, he said. 
Then he exelaimed, “Ah, here’s Factorix!” 

“That’s mouserific. Grandfather!” Thea 
replied. “You’re the best!” 

“Thank you, Thea!” he said, looking 
pleased with himself. “Now go back to the 
navigation controls. I just need a minute to 
consult the map. Then I’ll help you figure 
out the best through space.” 

A few moments later, we made a RICHT 
TURN after the constellation, 

proceeded □QOQQOQQ to the crossroad 
between Galaxy 643 and Galaxy 981, and 
sped past the very bright star Maia. Finally, 
we saw the planet Factorix in front of us! 




A Galax^qf Trouble 




Even from far away I could tell it was a very 
modern planet covered in tall, high-tech 
buildings. 

“Thea, Sally, Trap, Benjamin: Prepare for 
landing!” I ordered. ‘TTl meet you in the 
TeletraNSporiix room!” 

Sally cleared her throat. 

“Um, I don’t think the Teletransportix is 



From the Encyclopedia 
Galactica^^^H 


This extremely modern 
planet is the location of 
the University for Lunar 
Physics and Galactic 
Engineering. Aliens from 
galaxies all over the universe study 
and live here peacefully together. 





A Galaxy of Trouble 


the best way to go right now, Captain! 
she squeaked helpfully. 

Supe-fS-feellat® 

^ViSSj She was right. 

How C/^PtUSSof 

me! With Hologramix 
out of order, we 
eouldn’t risk using the 

Teletransportix. i di 

to end up on Factorix while my tail was left 
behind on the MouseStar 1. I’m too fond of 
my fur for that! 

“Thanks, Sally,” I replied. “We’ll use a 
space pod instead. See you at the launeh 
dock!” 

Sally was the last one to get to the pod. 
She had disconnected Hologramix and 
placed the computer in a Sytolul container 
full of protective Parmesan cheese slices that 




A Galaxy of Trouble 




had been prepared by our ship’s onboard 
SCiGntist, Professor Greenfur. 

“Captain, with Hologramix out of order, I 
had to set MouseStar 1 on Standby mode,” 
Sally told me. 

what?” I squeaked. 

“It’s as if our has 

been turned off,” Sally explained. “Only 
the lighting, air, and water systems are still 
running.” 

Shooting stars! This was 
The MouseStar 1 had never been turned 
before. 

“Quick! Let’s get moving!” I told my crew. 
“We can’t any time — we have to 

CURE Hologramix!” 




— 

Welcome to 
Factorix! 


After traveling for another galactic hour, 
Thea steered the space pod into Factorix’s 
very crowded spaceship port. 

^afactic ^orgonzoCa, there were so 
many spaceships! 

“A lot of visit Factorix every 

day,” Sally explained. “There are scientists, 
students on exchange programs, and 
aliens looking to purchase the and 

inventions.” 

“It'S not going to Ipe easy to find 
paricing,” Thea muttered. 

“There’s a spot!” Trap squeaked. 

My sister started pulling into the spot, 
when . . . 





Welcome to Factorix! 





An alien driving a sporty SpCXCeskLp 
zoomed right past us, missing us by a 
whisker. 

“Holey craters, what terrible manners!” 
Thea squeaked as she performed a series 
of complicated An 

astrosecond later, our space pod was parallel 



parked 



























Welcome to Factorix! 




“Here we are!” Thea announeed as she 
turned off the engine. “I think it’s best 
if I stay here with the ship. Let’s stay in 

touch with our WRIST PHONES . Good luck 

scouting around!” 

“Sounds good!” I said. Then I 
turned to Sally. “Um . . . where 
are we going?” 

“To the unrVERSiJy, 

of course!” she replied. “If I 
recall correctly, it should be 
that way!” 

She pointed to the left and we started 
walking. Luckily, we found some filfiNfi 
that confirmed Sally had been right. 
In no time, we reached an 

enor mouse, 

elegaNt, modem 

building. 




O 




From the Encyclopedia 
Galacticai 


This is the biggest university in the 
Cheddar Galaxy, and the home of the 
most prestigious inventions in the universe. Each year, 
millions of aliens from all around the galaxy come 
to the university to study, develop new inventions, 
and sharpen their intellect in the hopes of becoming 
universally known stellar scientists. 


“Here we are!” Sally squeaked. 
“WoW!” Benjamin exclaimed as he 
looked around him, awestruck. “Uncle G, 
when I’m old enough, do you think I can 
study here? I want to become the most 
mouserific inventor in the whole universe! ” 
I looked at my nephew proudly. 

“If you work hard in school now, l*ITI 

sure you can, Benjamin!” i replied. 







“Wait until you see 
what’s inside,” Sally told 
us. “It’s even more 

“Well, what 
are we waiting 
for?” Trap asked. 

Le+'s qo !” 


Uet’s8°’- 





-- 

Let Me Down, 
Please! 


The halliuays were crowded with aliens 
from all over the Cheddar Galaxy. They were 
moving quickly IN and of classrooms 
and labs. 

“Oh, how I love this place!” Sally said 
warmly as she looked around. “Let’s go to 
the main office. Maybe someone there can 
tell us where we can find 

rwiifr^Riix” 

As we headed down one hallway after 
another, I sneaked a peek inside one of the 
L^BS . A group of aliens was in the middle 
of an experiment when . . . 

puuijijuFFF! 

u u vJ • 





Let Me Down. Please! 


A cloud of dust surrounded me, clinging 
to my clothes. Suddenly, I was 
through the air! 

“Sorry!” a student said apologetically. 

“Our f|^ milm 

is still a prototype.” 

“Uh, no problem,” I replied, trying to 
remain <2ALrr).“ But can you let me dOUjr^, 
please?!” 

In the meantime, Trap took off down the 
hallway in a pair of very ^traV^C; shoes. A 
student ran after him, shouting. 

“Sir, I told you not to those!” 

he squeaked. “They’re TOCkOt Sh06S, 
but we’re still testing them!” 

As if that wasn’t enough, a mail robot had 
d008^0[iLllldDDg) picked up Benjamin and 
was delivering him to one of the classrooms 
like a package! 























Let Me Down. Please! 




Two students stopped the mail robot 
immediately. 

“Our flying TH^il roiof is a work in 
progress,” one explained sheepishly. 

I ran over to my sweet nephew to make 
sure he was okay. 

“Uncle Ger, you should have seen the eco- 
friendly engine on that robot!” Benjamin 
squeaked excitedly. “It runs on slime from 
the planet SUTTliXl” 

“I’m glad you’re okay,” I told him, sxhilm^. 
“Now we have to get to the office.” 

When we finally got there, a robot was 
assisting a long line of students. Finally, it 
was our turn. 

“Hello,” Sally said. “We would like to talk 
to Professor Twisterfx. Can you schedule an 
appointment right away? It’s BBSI0OB.” 

“Professor Arthur Twisterix retired three 




Let Me Down. Please! 




goloctic years ago,” the robot replied 
mechanically. 

“But do you know where we can find him 
now?” Sally asked, a w®i!*irSedI look on 
her snout. “It’s very important. 

“I do not have access to the professor’s 
current address,” the robot replied. 

And with that, he moved on to the mm 



behind us in the line. . . . 

teors’ vie right 
^ek^adstartedl 


alien, pleas^. 










Follow That Scent 


“What do we do now?” Sally asked, 
disappointed. 

Suddenly, we heard a SOfl squeak behind 
us. “Excuse me, I accidentally overheard that 
you are looking for Professor Twisterix.” 

We turned to see an alien holding two 




a dustpan, a Rirri^ and 



a MOP in her many tentacle-like arms. 


“Yes!” I said eagerly. “Can you help us?” 


I think so,” she replied. “I’m AM^(.?a 


SrtiNiV, the university’s head cleaning alien. 
I’ve been working here for a thousand 
galactic years, so I know tVEPVTHiWG 
about I think I know where 

you can find the PROFESSOR.” 

“That’s W@NDERFIIL!” Sally exclaimed 





Follow That Scent 


happily. “Would you be so ,,meiia Shin,-^, 

kind as to tell US?” 

Amelia Shinix took a 
step closer. 

“He was recently seen 

in Inventor’s Alley,” she 

whispered. “That’s a 
neighborhood on the 
other side of town. I 
hear he’s starting his 
own secret laboratory.” 

“Thank you, Amelia!” 

Sally replied. “You’ve been 


helpful 


We followed her directions and headed 

straight across town to Inventor’s Alley. 

There we found a real maze of labs and 
workshops. Everywhere we looked there 
were aliens building and fixing all different 

O 





Fol low That Scent 


kinds of 


MECH^NIC^t 


We 

asked for the professor, but no one had 
MEAR,D of him! 

“Hmm. How about we stop for a snack?” 
Trap said. “I can smell cheesy Pluto peas!” 

“Hold on a second!” Sally exclaimed. 
“Cheesy Pluto peas are the professor’s 
favorite d i S h ! Perhaps we’ll find him if we 
follow theSa32E?” 

Trap started sniffing and we followed. 
He led us to a 

building made completely of spare 
parts. 











Fol low That Scent 



“This is where the SMELL is coming from,” 
Trap declared. “Oh, I’m so *” 

Sally knocked on the door. A second later, 
it opened, and we were SHOUt-tO-SnOUt 
with an older rodent. 

“Stellar circuits! It’s Sally de Wrench, my 
smartest student!” he exclaimed. What a 

shocking surprise!” 

“Professor Twisterix!” Sally squeaked 
happily. “How nice to see you again!” 



Fo llow That Scent 


Sally hugged the professor. He was a 
friendly-looking alien with green skin, 
RKDDISIl hair, and QDBQD ^I'nis. 

“And who are your friends?” he asked. 
“I’m Geronimo Stiltonix,” I said, extending 
a paw. “I’m the captain of the spaceship 
MouseStar 1 . This is my cousin Trap and my 
nephew Benjamin.” 

Professor Twisterix invited us into his 
Martian mozzarella, 

I had never seen a more 
place! 

“Pardon the but I’ve been working 

on a new prototype,” the professor said. 

Trap looked at the pot of cheesy Pluto 
peas the professor was holding. 

“Well, actually, I was just taking a break 
for a little snack,” Professor Twisterix 
explained. “Would you like to join me?” 












Fol low That Scent 



Everyone declined politely except TRAP. 
He grabbed a spoon and happily dug in. 

“Thank you, Professor!” my cousin 
exclaimed happily. i 

“IVS a real 
pleasure to weet 
^ aNO'l\\ef‘ 

true gourmet!” 


e 




I Have Exactly 
What You Need! 


‘'Stellar circuits, how did you find me?” our 

host asked once he and Trap had finished 
their snack. 

“It was thanks to Amelia Shinix!” Sally 
replied. “But why all this SECRECY?” 

“I wanted to dedicate myself 

to my inventions, with no distractions,” the 
professor explained. “Would you like to take 
a look at my latest work?” 

“We would love to, but first we need to 
ask for your help!” Sally explained. 

The professor looked Goncemeil. 

“Do you remember Hologramix, the 
computer I created for my thesis project?” 
Sally went on. 




I Hav e Exactly What You Need! 




“liT ©P ©©iiSii” the professor replied. 
“I helped you design that hologram with a 
mouse’s snout.” 

“Exaetly!” Sally squeaked. “Unfortunately, 
Hologramix isn’t working properly. I 
don’t know what the PfOblfUl is!” 

“Hmmm . . . interesting,” the professor 
said. “Let me take a look.” 

Sally QEXTIY plaeed the box on the 
table and turned Hologramix on: Its snout 
was as faded and tired-looking as ever. 

Professor TwiS-bet®iX examined it, 
mumbling to himself as he worked. 

“It eould be a side short eireuit . . . or 
maybe there’s been some damage to the 
quantum ehip ...” 

I don’t know mueh about iiMacIlsifraes 
and I didn’t want to get in the Way, so I sat 
away from the others, on a chair 

O 



I Have Exactly What You Need! 




made of old mechanical parts. 

I was just about 
todriftofftoSlLfSei^ 
when something 
bumped against my 
paw. I jumped 
up, screaming. 

Aimiiiir 

I yelped. “What was 
that?” 

Trap just laughed. 

“Ha, ha, ha!” he chuckled. “You’re such 
a scaredy-mouse, Cuz! It's just a SWeet (' 
robot doggyr -- -.^ 

I glanced down at the little creature and 
was about to reply when the professor’s 
voice interrupted my thoughts. 

rVB GDt it!” he cried. “It’s the povoer 
geKerator! Your onboard computer is 




I Have Exactly What You Need! 



running out of Juice V’ 

“Ah, that explains why the reboot process 
was so slow . . Sally mused. 

“Urn, does that mean Hologramix isn't really 
broken?” I asked hopefully. “And there’s no 
virus?” 

“Correct!” the professor replied. “It’s only 
out of All you need is a new 

battery from planet Energix. I should have 
one around here somewhere ...” 

He began searching through parts, 
toots, and other around the lab. 

“Not here . . . not there . . . nope . . . oh, 
I think I know where it is!” he muttered. 
Then he walked straight to a closet in 
the back of the LAli, opened its door 



“Professor, are you Sally asked. 
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I Have Exactly What You Need! 




After a moment of silence, he came up 
his snout. 

“Unfortunately the battery isn’t here,” he 
said seriouslY. “And it was the last one 
in the whole Universe; The 
energy on planet 
Energix has completely 

“B-but there must b-be 
SOMETMiHO 

we can do!” 

I stuttered 
anxiously. 








I Hav e Exactly What You Need! 


Professor Twisterix shook his head saouy. 

“In the past, we thought the POWEI^ on 
Energix was inexhaustible, but we were 
wrong.” 

Sally sighed. Everyone else in the lab was 
very, very quiet. 

^Stellar circuits, why didn’t I think 
of it before?!” Professor Twisterix 
exelaimed suddenly. Then he grabbed a 
tool and began to explain. “This is an 

It can 

convert galactic wind 

and gTARL?6MT 

into electrical 
energy. It’s only 
a prototype, but it 
should work fine 
with Hologramix’s 
specifications!” 



I Have Exactly What You Need! 



“That’s great news!” I squeaked happily. 

“Do you mean Hologramix can be fixed, 
and it will also be more eCOlOQlcOlly 
friendly?” Benjamin asked. 

Twisterix smiled. 

“That’s right, young mouse,” he replied. 
“I’ll get right to WOPk. Come back tomorrow 
at the same time and I should be done.” 

Then the professor lowered his voice and 
looked around NerVoUSLY. “Please keep this 
to yf he urged us. “This is brand- 

new technology, and there are always aliens 
trying to steal around here!” 

Then he called the ROBOT DOC over to him. 

“Fidox, please take them to their space 
pod!” 
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Time to Celebrate! 


We happily followed the professor’s robot 
dog through the neighborhood’s very 
crowded streets. 

“What a mission!” Trap 

squeaked excitedly. “Thanks to Twisterix’s 
clever invention, we won’t have any more 
problems with Hologramix!” 

I noticed that some of the flOodliD© around 
us glanced our way. Why does my cousin 
always have to be so JoiSTtpoUS and 

LOUD? 

“Trap, would you please lower your 
voice?” I implored him. “Remember what 
the professor said!” 

But he wasn’t listening. 

“Turning stellnr wind into energy is 

















Time to Celebrate! 



a brilliant idaa!” Trap practically shouted. 

A few aliens moved even closer to us, 
perking up their ears, (yi/O/t/e/vs/, I 

had to think of something to get my cousin 
to stop SqilBOkllEtg:! 

“Trap, please —” I tried to say, but before 
I could even finish the sentence, a big alien 







Time to Celebrate! 


in a BLACK CA?i bumped into me, almost 
knocking me 

“How rude!” I squeaked, but he had 
already disappeared into the crowd. The air 
around him smelled of ussoHelly sairclliraes! 
Ugh! 

“Quiet, Trap!” Sally exclaimed. “The 
professor asked us to keep a SGCfOt, and 
there may be □□□□ aliens around us.” 

Trap finally stopped talking, and we made 
our way back to Thea and our spacecraft. 

After we said good-bye to FfDOX, we flew 
back to the MouseStar 1 for the night. 


e 
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Clumsy, Rude 
Aliens! 


The following day, we headed straight back 
to the secret lab. Once again, Thea waited 
for us at the spaceship poip-b, while 
Trap, Sally, Benjamin, and I went to meet 
Professor Twisterix. 

As before, the streets of Inventor’s Alley 
were crowded with all kinds of Essm 
busily buying, selling, and fixing the 
ujEindesb objects. 

“I caN’t wait to See HolograMix agaiN!” 

I squeaked. I would be so relieved once 
Hologramix was healthy and back on board 
the MouseStar 1. 

“Me too, because . .. ©Itdh;!” Trap said. 
A huge alien in a big black cape had just 





Clumsy. Rude Aliens! 




How rude/ 




into him. 

^^yyigrtcaK 7nozzgre((a! 


It was the alien 
who had bumped 
into me the previous 
day! I recognized the 


same STlNKV STCNGM of moldy 


sardines! 

I was about to say something when two 
smaller aliens into me, knocking 

me down. Ouch! 

“What clumsY, rude aliens!” 

Trap mumbled. 

“Everything okay, Captain?” Sally asked 
as she helped me up. 

“Yes, but I know I’ve seen those two aliens 
somewfiere before,” I said. I just couldn’t 
recall where. 


o 



Clumsy. R\jde Aliens! 




We finally arrived at Twisterix’s workshop. 
Sally knoeked on the door. 

injAAIf 

There was no answer. 

We waited a minute and then tried again. 

KKOCV wiitiCK 

mcK 

Again, there was no answer. 

“Professor!” Trap shouted loudly as we 
knocked a third time. 

KNOCK 

KKOCIf 

Once again, there was no answer. 

“That’s strange,” Sally said quietly. 
“Professor Twisterix may be secretive, but 

o 



Clumsy, Rude Aliens! 




he’s always V^f^Y and 

QQIE3BDE3DD- ’ 

“Maybe he went out for a bit,” 

I suggested. 

“I hope he’s okay,” Sally 
went on, a mniei look 
on her snout. 

“We’ll just have t( 
find out!” Trap said as 
he approached the 
outside wall of the 
building and stood 
on the TIP5 of his 
paws, peeking in 
a window. 









Clumsy. Rude Aliens! 




“Can you see anything?” Benjamin asked. 
Trap took another look. 

“There’s no sign of the professor, but 
there’s a box with a note on it sitting on the 
table,” Trap told us. 

“CaN you read the Noie?” I asked eagerly. 
“Yes,” he replied. “It says: fop THE 

S«>(\CEMTCt! 


Mousey meteorites! Why was there a box 
for us in the lab but no sign of Professor 
Twisterix? ^ 

turn! 


o 



- ^ - 

There’s Something 
Fishy Going On 


It was very suspicious that Twisterix wasn’t 
home at the TIME we had agreed on. And 
it was even more suspicious that there was a 
box for us in his lab instead of him! 

We decided to go to see if we 

could find any BDflOa 
to explain what was going 
on. Sally got out her speci 

multipurpose tool and 

used it to unlock the door.' 

It has a sensor that can open 
and close all kinds of locks! 

Sally put the tool in the LOCK, and the 
door to the lab opened. 

“What a great IfVIveiVJTIOfVJ!” I squeaked. 

o 






There’s Something Fishy Going On 


“Thank you, Captain!” Sally replied. “I 
was able to design it because I studied with 
Professor Twisterix.” 

As soon as we got inside, we took a look 
at the box on the table. It like the 

box Hologramix had been packed in. 

“Perhaps the professor had an emergency 
and left all fixed up for 

us,” Trap thought out loud. 

“Hmm . . . that’s not like him,” Sally 
squeaked. “And he would have left a note 
on the DOOU, not in the lab.” 

“There’s only one way we can PtNp 
OUT if Hologramix is here: We have to turn 
the box on!” 

So Sally pushed a [“XIllRSOQ. A bright 
beam of ligplnt shined out of the box. 
But instead of Hologramix’s snout, it was 
the hologram of a B3B¥ BlRD! 


There’s Something Fishy Going On 



“And are you?” Sally asked, taken 

aback. 

The hologram replied fTIGChBniCBily: “Can 
a cat play patty-cake? Paw-sibly! Ha, ha, 
ha!” 




(M)®220{?eOO@Q 

Was it telling jokes? 

We were all quiet 
while the B3BV BlRD 

hologram went on: “What 
did the zero say to the 
eight? Nice belt! Ha, 
ha, ha!” 

We looked at one 
another, dumbfounded. 
Then we all burst out 
laughing. 


'Do you like myOSEliiS? 




There’s Something Fishy Going On 


the baby bird asked. “Here’s another one: 
Why do miee need oiling? Beeause they 
squeak!” 

(Bfac^ fiofey gaCaxiesl Why had Professor 
Twisterix left a weird, robotie BaB¥ Bird 
hologram for us? 

“Let me check something out,” Sally said. 
Then she pushed some ^UTToflS to turn off 
the box and unlocked a little compartment 






There’s Something Fishy Going On 


on the bottom with her multipurpose tool. 

“It’s just as I thought. This isn’t Hologramix, 
but a toy for the alien mouselets of planet 
Gigglyx!” Sally deelared. 

“B-but what kind of a is this?” I 

asked. 

Sally looked puzzled as well. “There’s 
definitely something going on 

here,” she said. 

Suddenly, Trap shushed us. 

“Quiet!” he whispered. “GAN VOU MCAF^ 
THAT?” 


We pricked up our ears and heard a very 
soft 




MMMNHH... 
MMMHHHI 



There’s Something Fishy Going On 


“It sounds like it s coming from the closet 
over there,” Benjamin squeaked. 

ao see!’ 

We opened the doors of the closet and 
found Professor Twisterix inside! He had 
been bound and ! 












To Catch a Thief! 


We quickly untied the professor, and he 
filled us in on what had happened. 

“About two hours ago, three 

aliens suddenly burst into the lab,” he 
explained. “Two of them bound and (ifIMd) 
me and locked me in the closet. In the 
meantime, I heard the other one remove 
Hologramix, which I had just FIXED. 
Meanwhile, the other two chattered about 
leaving a ‘little gift’ for you spacemice.” 

“Did you get a good lOOlC at the aliens?” 
I asked him. 

Twisterix ^h©©i^his head. 

“Stellar Swiss, not really!” he said. 
“Everything happened so quickly, and then 
they locked me in the closet.” 




To Catch a Thief! 


“I’m so sorry, Professor!” Sally said sadly. 
“I feel responsible. I didn’t mean to get you 

intoTTteUStt!” 

“It’s not your fault,” Professor Twisterix 
reassured her. “Those three came with the 
intention of stealing not 

hurting me! But how did they know it was 
here? Did you talk to anybody?” 

□□□D” 1 squeaked. 
But then I remembered how loudly Trap had 
been talking in the street the previous day. 

Someone had 

overheard him! 

Trap seemed to have the same thought. 
“I’m so sorry,” he admitted, hanging his 
snout. “I made a Tnisf^ke yesterday. I 
was so nappy we had accomplished our 
mission that I spoke a little too LoyOLV 
while we were walking down the street.” 





To Catch a Thief! 




“There are open eyes and ears everywhere 
on this planet,” T'WiS-b6TPiX replied, 
shaking his head. “I warned you to be 
earefuL” 

I sighed, leaning my paw on the table. 

ca 

A sharp, protruding nail stuck my fur. 
As I massaged my hurt paw, I noticed a 
scrap of BLOCK CLOTH 

had caught on the 

nail. Where had 
I seen that 
pabric bepore? 

Holey craters, of course! 

It looked just like the 
mnm Bciiao the alien who had 

J into me and Trap in the street had 
been wearing! He must be the thief! 

o 




To Catch a Thief! 




I explained my to the others. 

“At least we know who to look for now,” I 
said. “Spaeemiee, let’s go!” 

“Please, let me help!” Professor Twisterix 
said. Then he whistled for the cute "r©b©t 
we had met the previous day. 

“If the thieves are still on planet Factorix, 
they won’t be able to get away from this 
guy!” he explained. “Fidox has the most 
AMAZiMd mechanical sense of smell 
in the entire universe. He can recognize 
and analyze SIVBB MLUOfl different 
scents!” 

“Wow!” Benjamin squeaked in awe. 

The professor grabbed 
the piece of black cloth 
and placed it under the 
dog’s nose. Fidox began 
BaRHillO immediately. 


V/oof! 




To Catch a Thief! 




Then he headed for the door. 

“Follow him!” Twisterix urged us. “He’s 
equipped with a high-tech intergalactic 
tracicing device. I’ll monitor your 
movements from here. If you should need 
help, I’ll know where you are!” 


o 


- iSF - 

Pirate Spacecat 
Alert! 



We through the streets 

of Factorix on Fidox’s heels. Martian 
mozzarella, that robot dog moved 

FAST! 





[o 

“That dog is . . . huff . quick!” 

I squeaked between breaths. 

“Why aren’t there astrotaxis on this 
planet?” Trap moaned in reply. 

“I think Fidox is heading toward the 
SPS^EShlP PoRT,” Sally said. 

“COME ON! Benjamin urged us. 
“We’re almost there!” 

“I.. .yu ^ ... hope so!” I replied. “I don’t 






Pirate Spacecat Alert! 


think I can make it much fortherl ” 
Thankfully, my sweet nephew was right: 
The stopped running as soon 

as we reached the spaceship port. He barked 
once and then carefully led us through the 
parked ships. He stopped in front of one 
with a fHog with a fish bone on it. 

Mousey meteors! That flag was the symbol 

of the SPA.CECA.TS*! They 

are feared across the galaxy. They love to 
invade planets and steal whatever precious 
treasures they find. Just thinking about their 
ruthless captain, iB-liGtck. iStCIir, made my 
fur stand on end! Were the pirate spacecats 
the thieves? 

“Quick, hide! ” Sally\!2niHiS2iD, pointing 
to the spaceship. “Someone’s coming!” 

*We spacemice met the pirate spaeeeats in The Underwater Planet. 

O 








Pirate Spacecat Alert! 




We quickly slipped around a corner. From 
there we peered out and saw three pirate 
spacecats exit the spaceship. 

“Thanks to this ©ralteoarcll GG)]7ss)i;i)iiilter' 
and this tool that provides endless power, 
we’ll be the most ‘^ecx.T'e.cA. creatures in the 
entire galaxy!” one of them exclaimed. 



fishb rains/ 


O 





Pirate Spacecat Alert! 




“Argh!” another one eackled. “But aren’t 
we the most feared already?” 

“Well, yes,” the first spaeecat replied. 
“But now we’ll be even scarier! We came 
to this planet for a small engine repair 
and look what we got instead? 6 W Q ^ h 0; 

ha, ha, ha!” 

Suddenly, Stack. Sitar emerged from 
the space ship and joined the other three. 
His ■bwil^lg black whiskers looked as evil 
as ever. And I noticed that his black cape had 
aTEA.?^ in the back! There was no doubt 
about it: He had stolen NOLOGI^AMiH! 

“Quiet, fishbrains!” he barked, hushing 
his crew. “Galaxia, have you chseked out the 
new onboard computer as I ordered?” 

“Sure, Captain!” one of the spacecats 
replied. “It works !” 

“Excellent!” Black Star growled. “Now go 

o 



Pirate Spacecat Alert! 




get me something to eat! Moldy sardines 
would be ideal.” 

“Right on, Captain!” came the reply. 

the mean pirate replied. 
“I want to leave this flea-ridden planet 
before nightfall.” 



The three pirate spacecats 
ttOOlS Q)1F(F immediately, 
disappearing into the city 
streets. 

Left on his own, IREa&k. 
extended his claws 
and began 5bGirp€r>iAg 
them on a stone. 

Squeak! 


& 




Here’s the Plan 


“Did you hear that?” Sally whispered. 
“The pirate spacecats have already up 
Hologramix as their spaceship’s onboard 
computer. We have to get Hologramix back 
before their ship leaves or we might NlVlft 
find them again!” 

“I’ve got this!” Trap y\\of#t/ 
squeaked confidently. 

“I took three coSm’ic 
karate classes last 
year—” 

“Wait!” I cried. 

“Don’t do anything 
pao/ti/S/fv, Trap! Did 
you see lEliaGk 
Star’s claws? And 

o 





Here’s the Plan . . . 


did you hear those other feline meanies? 
They are the creatures in the 

galaxy! If one of those cats catches us, we’ll 
be s-p^c-ekVLLce!” 

“Geronimo is right,” Sally agreed. “We 
need to come up with a plan to get into their 
spaceship and rescue Hologramix before 
those rascals get back!” 

We were all quiet as we tried to come up 
with an Even Fidox seemed to be 

thinking as he nuzzled his robotic snout 
against my paw. As I patted his head, an 
idea came to me 6UPPEMLY. 

“Martian mozzarella!” I exclaimed. “I’ve 
got it: Let’s have Fidox distract Black Star 
while we slip into the spaceship and take 
back MOLOSRAMiK! 

Trap seemed doubtful, but Sally’s eyes lit 



Here’s the Plan . 


''Thabs a simply bnlllianb plan, Capbalnl” 

she squeaked. 

My fur turned as RED as the planet Mars. 

Oh, how embarrassing! I can’t help blushing 
whenever Sally pays me a COMPljIMEKX. 

But my sweet nephew looked worried. 

“What is it?” I asked, concerned. 

“What if Black Star 
§l^o|bS Fidox and 
tries to steal or hurt 
him?” he asked. 

“Don’t worry,” 

I assured him. 

“You saw how 
quickly that robe 
can run, right? And he 
clearly knows this planet like the back of his 
mechanical paw. Even if Black Star wanted j 
to, he could never catch Fidox!” / 

f 








Here’s the Plan . . . 


Benjamin smiled, and the robot dog 
and wagged his tail happily, as if to 
prove my point. 

“Go on, then, Fidox,” Benjamin said, 
patting the robot dog’s head. “Our fate is in 
your paws!” 

The little robot dog ran straight toward 
the SPACESHIP. Then he started barking to 
get Blaek Star’s attention. As soon as the evil 
pirate captain glanced over at Fidox, the dog 
jumped up and began scratching the 
hull of the spaceship with his metal paws. 

“Hey, what are you doing, you mechanical 
MUTT?” Black Star shouted. “Go away!” 

Fidox kept his paws on the hull. 

“Oh yeah?” the pirate “Get 

your greasy robot paws off my spaceship 
right now! Or I’ll have fun taking you apart 
BDQE3Q E3DBQB! you’ii be 


Here’s the Plan . . . 


a pile of DuiKlfiDO in no time.” 

Blaek Star fungecf at Fidox, and the 
robotic pup took off, zipping in and out of 
the parked SPACESHIPS. Black Star 
followed him, growling and shaking his 
sharp claws at him. 

Holey craters! Our plan had Worked. 
Now it was our turn to slip onto the pirate’s 
spaceship andf"OSOifO Hologramix! 

“Trap, you stay on guard duty,” I said. 
“If any of the pirate Spacecats come back, 
whistle loudly. Sally and Benjamin, follow 
me! It’s time to FREE Hologramix!” 
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Trapped! 


The inside of the spaeeship was so dark 
we had to use our wrist phone 
to see. Sally quickly figured out the way 
to the control room, and we followed her, 

sin9le file. 

Suddenly, a door opened and we heard 
Hologramix! 

“Who are you?” its voice demanded as a 
huge hologram in the shape of a spacecat’s 
face materialized in front of us. 

Hortion mozzorello, vuhot vyos 
going on? 

The hologram like a spacecat, 

but it sounded just like Hologramix! 

“Wh-what?!” I stuttered. “Who areWS? 
Who are 











Trapped! 


“Who am I?!” the hologram replied. “I 
am Holocattix, this spaceship’s onboard 
computer. And you cheesebrains are all 

“No, you’re Hologramix,” Sally squeaked. 
“You’re MouseStar I’s onboard computer!” 

H9, \\dl” Holocattix cackled. “That’s 
funny! You’re on the wrong spaceship. 
What are you doing here, you irascalUy 
!r®dleratt§?” 

I tried to squeak, but my throat was so 
dry, ^Othi^Q came out. 

“The pirate spacecats stole you and 
reconfigured you,” Sally tried to explain. 
“You really belong to the spacemice. We’re 
here to you and take you back to 

the MouseStar 1 with us!” 

But it was impossible to reason with 
Holocattix. 

O 




“The pirate spaeeeats aren’t 
thieves!” the hologram replied. “I 
think you are the thieves, and 

this is what we do to THI(V(5 around 
here ...” 

Suddenly, two scary Mug 
PObMS stormed in through an 
opening in the ceiling. They looked 
like giant SPi€i They 

buzzed above us menacingly 









Trapped! 


as the door to the eommand room elosed 
behind us. 

“Now we’ll wait for Blaek Star,” the 
hologram growled. “He’ll deeide what to do 
with you! Hs, KSj Ks!” 

I tried to contact Trap with my U^Tlst 
pbOr^C, but as soon as I touched it . . . 



My wrist phone turned off, as if the battery 
had di^d. 

Holocattix laughed. 

“Did you really think I would let you use 
your communication device?” it cackled. 
“Wishful thinking, rascally rodent! MX, 

MX, MXf” 




— "f. — 

Tell Us a Story, 
Captain! 


Stingy sjf)ace cfieesel What were we going 
to do? As long as Hologramix continued to 
believe it was really a pirate spacecat, we were 
in [l>0g •SffOrolbO© ! It seemed we had no choice 
but to wait for to return. 

As we waited, I stared at Hologramix — I 
mean, H O I © C 9 tS t i X . I recalled my first 
days as captain of the MouseStar 1. Back 
then, I had KO cLu€. how to operate a 
spaceship. Thankfully, Hologramix had been 
there to HEl-r Me I don’t know what I 
would have done otherwise! 

With nothing else to do as we waited, I 
began ICffliniSCillO fondly about those days. 

“Hologramix was the best onboard 

o 




Tell Us a Story. Captain! 

computer a captain could ever wish for,” 
I said with a sigh. “On my first mission 
to I forgot all the equipment, 

even my thermal UTLdCrSKirt#! But 
Hologramix realized it before I did and sent 
a shuttle with all the necessities.” 

Benjamin listened eagerly, a SWEET smile 
on his snout. 

“Go on,” he said encouragingly. “Tell us 
another story. Uncle!” 

“Well, I also remember when we hosted 
the president of the 

on the MouseStar 1. At the 
gala reeeptiop,, I brought my grocery list 
up to the podium instead of my welcome 
speeeh! But Hologramix saved the day by 
mimicking my voice and R.Ee?T?n6 the 
speech for me. It was truly fabumouse how 
Hologramix saved my snout!” 

o 








Tell Ue a Story. Captain! 


“Keep going, Captain!” 
Sally whispered. “I think 
something’s happening to 
Holocattix!” 

I looked up to see 
static breaking up 
the hologram of the 
pirate spaeecat’s faee. 

©F^ai ©aLaxiES! it 

seemed like Holocattix 
was turning back into 
Hologramix again! 

“Your stories seem to 
be triggering some of 

Hologramix’s MEMORIES,” 
Sally explained. “Those 
emotions are helping to 
remind Hologramix who 
it really is.” 






Tell Us a Story. Captain! 



So I began to OSSSCSED one more incident. 
“One time, I thought I had lost my very 
precious notebook, when —” 

“I activated HOUSCStdr Ts control sensors,” 
a familiar voice cut in. It was Hologramix! 
“I was able to find your notebook just before 
it was shredded by the ship’s superstellar 
psper recycling machine!” 

I looked up to see a digital 
mouse snout 
at me. 

“Look!” Benjamin 
squeaked excitedly. 

“The hologram 
changed!” 






Aye Aye, Captain 
Stilton IX! 


CAPTAIMI What are you doing here?” 
Hologramix exclaimed. “Actually, what am 
I doing here? This is not the MouseStar 1\” 

“It’s a long story,” Sally began. “Basically, 
you were mousenapped and r=^-c®JT/i^ur=j^d 
by Black Star and his pirate spacecats.” 

“But how?” Hologramix asked. “Also 
when, where, and why?!” 

“We don’t have time to explain it all now,” 
I said quickly. “We have to ©©“ir 

of here before the pirate spacecats return. 
Please turn off these two 
KOfeoTS and turn on our wrist 
phones?” 

“Ave aye. Captain Stiltonix!” Hologramix 




Aye Aye, Captain Stiltonix! 




replied. 

As soon as my wrist phone was working, 
I called Trap. 

“fHissIon accomplishEdl” I announced. “We 
have MOLOSr^AMiH back and we’re 
leaving the pirate spacecats’ ship. We’ll 
meet you back at our spaceship!” 

“Just a sec, Captain,” Trap replied. “I have 
a special delivery for the pirates!” 

So as Sally, Benjamin, Hologramix, and I 
dashed out of Black Star’s ship. Trap slipped 
past us. He was holding a strange-looking 
little foOX in his paws. Shortly afterward, 
he met us back at our spacecraft. 

“What did you do?” I asked him, curious. 

He grinned. “Nothing, really,” he replied. “I 
just left a little surprise for our spacecat 
‘friends’ . . .” 

A minute later, our shuttle was blasting 



Aye Aye, Captain Stiltonix! 



off into space as we headed back to the 
MouseStar 1. I glanced out the window to 
see Black Star running back to his spaceship, 

gasping for air. 





Fidox had done a vssoiifseirllFfG job tiring 
him out! 

I got out my space 
telescope and 

watchad 

through the 
window as Black 
Star boarded 
his ship. I saw 
him pick up the 
package Trap had 
left for him. Then he 
began 

his paw angrily and 

something. He must have 


Aye Aye, Captain Stiltonix! 




realized we had taken baek Hologramix! 

Soon Blaek Star was sitting at his 
spaceship’s controls, FIRING UP the engines! 

“Uh, Thea,” I said quicldy. “We have a 
problem! It looks like Black Star is coming 
after us!” 

Trap just chuckled. 

“No worries, Cuz,” he said confidently, 
kicking up his paws. “He’s not going 
anywhere.” 

Then he pulled a COHTP^OL 

from his pocket and pressed a button. A 
moment later . . . 

ka-booOOM! 

Black Star’s ship suddenly transformed 
into an amusement park, full of superstellar 
attractions like floaiiNg slideS, Spinning 
and 









Aye Aye, Captain Stiltonix! 




“B-but how did you do that?” I stuttered 
in shock. 

“It’s called a portable inlorgalaclic 
amusomonl park! ” Trap squeaked proudly. 
“It’s a new space invention. When we were 
at the university, a group of 
gave it to me as a sample. I figured this was 
a pretty good chance to use it!” 

I glanced back out the window at the 
spaceship port as we flew away and saw a 
group of small aUENs lining up to check 
out the new amusement park. 

“Well done, Cuz!” I exclaimed. “Twisterix 
will be proud of you!” 

UoLEy (5R,AT£R,§1 That reminded me that 
in the rush to $aV6 Hologramix and escape 
from the pirate spacecats, we had forgotten 
to say good-bye to the professor! But I was 
sure we would see him again someday . . . 



Everything’s Okay, 
Grandfather! 



When we got back to the MouseStar 1, it 
was very quiet. Gr3ndf3tll6r WllllGnt 

was the first to greet us. He me 

tightly when he saw Grandson/ 

we had brought back 
Hologramix. 

Galactic gorgonzola, 

I was SM(g)(SKSl)! 

My grandfather 
isn’t very 

CUPPLY. 

and he’s 
definitely HOt 
usually a hugger! 

He must have been 




^erything’s Okay,. Grandfather! 




Vnf happy that our mission 

had succeeded. 

As soon as Grandfather let me go, Sally 
and I got to work. 

“Sally, let’s plug in Hologramix 
a way I” I said excitedly. 

“Of course. Captain!” she said as she 
got to work Lmm/eAloA^lA^. In just a few 
minutes, the doors on the MouseStar 1 were 
opening and closing with no problems, the 
LIFTRIX was working efficiently, and the 
lights were back on. The only thing missing 
was the yellow snout of our ©(jDloXoXoJDt^ 

©©mpiteo’! 

Suddenly, there was a shout behind me. 
“Boof” a voice squeaked. 

Martian mozzarella! Who was it? 

I turned around and . . . there was 

HdLOSqAIJliH! 



Everything’s Okay. Grandfather! 


“Did you miss me, Captain?” it asked. 
Before I could reply, a message appeared 
on the main screen: IVlCOrtlimQ Call! 

“Hologramix, take the call!” I insisted. 

A second later, ^tojessar/ %uMe/Uxy and 
FicfoX appeared on the screen. 





^erything’s Okay, Grandfather! 


“Professor, how nice to see you again!” I 
greeted him. 

the professor 

said. “I see you’re all back5flF( and SOUnd, 
including Hologramix! Congratulations on 
accomplishing your mission.” 

“It’s all thanks to you and Fidox!” Sally 
replied. 

“I was hiffy to help!” Professor Twisterix 
replied. “I see that your onboard computer 
is working, thanks to the power transformer. 
I’ll send you the instPUCtlOnS SO you 
can set up the MouseStar Vs engines to run 
on the same system. Then you can use wm 
and STAF^LiGflT energy to power your 
spaceship, too!” 

“Do you mean we won’t have to use 
to power our engines 

anymore?” 


Everything’s Okay. Grandfather! 




“That’s right!” the professor confirmed. 

“As soon as I set up the engines, we’ll be 
able to using just the energy from the 
wind and stars!” Sally chimed in. 

“Yay!» Benjamin cheered. “MouseStar 1 
will be the most environmentallv friendly 
spaceship in the Cheddar Galaxy!” 

“I have another idea,” Professor Greenfur 
added. “If you agree. Professor Twisterix, 
Sally and I can fine-tune your invention to 
make it available to every spaceship in the 

univeipse!” 


“What a mouserific idea!” Twisterix 
replied. “You have my permission to 

proceed!” 

“Let’s celebrate,” Hologramix said as 
a robot waiter approached me holding a 
beverage. “This is for you. Captain. Cheers!” 
I was about to take a sip when I realized 












Everything’s Okay, Grandfather! 




it was M®T<»P «IL. Black holey galaxies! I 
looked at Hologramix in alarm, but he just 
winked. 


“ftsOillQl” he said, laughing. 

Trap, Benjamin, Thea, Sally, Professor 
Greenfur, and I all joined in. It felt great to 
laugh after our etlCOUtltGr with the pirate 
spaceeats. I had a feeling we hadn’t seen 
the last of those famousely f(B[F(S)(§3(Q)(UI^ 
felines! But that, dear rodent friends, is a 
storv for another day! 














my 


Be sure 
f read all my 
fabumouse 
adventures! 


f 4 I'm Too Fond of 
My Furl 


#1 Lost Treasvro of 
tlio Emcrold Eya 




#5 Four Mice Deep in #6 Rows Off, 

the Jungle Clwddorfacei 


#14 Tbe Temple of the 
Roby efFire 


#2 The Curse of the 
Cheese Pyromid 


the Subwoy 
















































Suparmousel 


Christmas Colastrophe 


#32 Valley of the #33 Geroaimo and the 
Giant Skeletons Geld Medal Mystery 


#39 Singing Sensotion #40 The Karate M 


#34 Geronino Stilton, 
Secret Agent 












































«49TbeWoyof 
the Samuroi 


Hnndredlh Kty 


#52 Mouse in Spocel 


Experiment 




































MTCEKTNC.S 


MEET 

Geror)inf)o Stiltonord 


He is a motisclcmg — the Geronimo Stilton 
of the ancient far north! He lives with his 
brawny and brave clan in the village of 
Monseborg. From sailing frozen waters 
to facing fiery dragons, every day is an 
adventure for the micehings! 


ix: 


StfKwi 


#1 Attack of the 
Dragons 


#2 The Famouse #3 Pull the 

Fford Race Dragon's Tooth! 


Stiltoa 


#4 Stay Strong, 
Geronimo! 


Its The Mysterious 
Message 















He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s 
ancient ancestorl He runs the stone 
newspaper in the prehistoric village ^ 
of Old Mouse City. From dealing with ^ 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, M 
his life in the Stone Age is full ^ 

of adventurel ^ 


Meet 

lONin 





#1 The Stone of Rre #2 Watch Your Tail! #3 Help, I'm ki Hot lava! 


#6 Don't Wake the #7 I'm a Scaredy-Movsel #8 Surfing for Secrets 
Dinosouri 


#9 Get the Scoop, #10 My Autosourus 

Geronimo! Will Win! 



































CHARMS: 

THE SEVENTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 



The Ship of 

SECRETS: 



The Dragon 
PROPHECY: 


THE FOURTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 



THE PHOENIX 
OF DESTINY: 

AN EPIC KINGDOM OF 
FANTASY ADVENTURE 



THE EIGHTH ADVENTURE THE NINTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM IN THE KINGDOM 

OF FANTASY OF FANTASY 


THE TENTH ADVENTURE AN EPIC KINGDOM OF 
IN THE KINGDOM FANTASY ADVENTURE 

OF FANTASY 















1. Control room 

2. Gigantic telescope 

3. Greenhouse to grow plants and flowers 

4. Library and reading room 

5. Astral Park, an amousement park 

6. Space Yum Cafe 

7. Kitchen 

8. Liftrix, the special elevator that moves between 
all floors of the spaceship 

9. Computer room 

10. Crew cabins 

11 .Theater for space shows 

12. Warp-speed engines 

l3.Tennis court and swimming pool 

14. Multipurpose technogym 

15. Space pods for exploration 

16. Cargo hold for food supply 
^ 17. Natural biosphere 











Dear mouse friends, 
thanks for reading, 
and good-bye until the next book. 
See you in outer space! 




neei 

GeRONilVIO STiLTONiX 


He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 7. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 


PiRATe SPACeCAT ATTACK 



The onboard computer on the spaceship MouseStar 7, 
Hologramix, is out of order! To fix it, Geronimo Stiltonix 
^must take it to a brilliant inventor who lives ^ ^ 

on a distant planet. But while Hologramix % ‘ 

is being repaired, pirate spacecats attack and 
steal it! Can the spacemice get Hologramix 
back before the spacecats turn it evil and 
set it against them? A 


a SCHOLASTIC 

www.scholastic.com/geronimostilton 
' www.geronimostiiton.com 
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